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'You're quite right,9 Vance assured her. 'Still young
ladies really shouldn't throw their cigarettes in tiled, gas-log
fireplaces, should they, now?'

The woman regarded him uncertainly; she suspected him
of jesting.

'Did she do that?' She leaned over and looked into the
fireplace. 'I didn't see any cigarettes there this morning.5

'No, you wouldn't have,' Vance informed her. ;One of
the District Attorney's sleuths, d'ye see, cleaned it all up
nicely for you yesterday.'

She shot Markham a questioning glance. She was not
sure whether Vance's remark was to be taken seriously; but
his casualness of manner and pleasantness of voice tended
to put her at ease.

'Now that we understand each other, Mrs. Platz,' he was
saying, 'was there anything else you particularly noticed
when the young lady was here? You will be doing her a good
service by telling us, because both the District Attorney and
I happen to know she is innocent.*

She gave Vance a long, shrewd look, as if appraising his
sincerity. Evidently the results of her scrutiny were favour-
able, for her answer left no doubt as to her complete frank-
ness.

'I don't know if it'll help, but when I came in with the
toast, Mr. Benson looked like he was arguing with her. She
seemed worried about something that was going to happen,
and asked him not to hold her to some promise she'd made.
I was only in the room a minute, and I didn't hear much.
But just as I was going out, he laughed and said it was only
a bluff, and that nothing was going to happen.'

She stopped, and waited anxiously. She seemed to fear
that her revelation might, after all, prove injurious rather
than helpful to the girl.

'Was that all?' Vance's tone indicated that the matter
was of no consequence.

The woman demurred.